Josephine Plays Billiards at the Tuileries
Josephine had another opportunity to observe her hus-
band and gage him with the eyes of men; an opportunity
which, as it turned out, she later regretted.
She had persuaded Fouche to escort her to a secret
gallery above the hall where the Corps Legislatif was dis-
cussing the new Code, which, more than his monuments
and pageants, was to immortalize her husband's name.
That she chose such a guide as the minister of police
should have occasioned comment; but Josephine, though
she filled her new position with grace and tact, never
showed the same fastidiousness in her choice of com-
panions that she did in manners and dress. All, men par-
ticularly, were to be used by a lovely lady.
So, laughing musically, she ascended the stairs to the
little cubbyhole, and they eavesdropped, the sandy-
haired death's-head cheek by jowl with her blue eyes and
the tortoise-shell comb set in the chestnut coils, lustrous
even in the dusk of the gallery. Through crevices cun-
ningly concealed in the acanthus leaves of the cornice,
they gazed down on the councilors in the crescent rows;
on the two associate consuls, Cambaceres with his Mil-
tonic mouth and long pointed nose, Lebrun with his small
features like little continents in relief on an ocean of chin
and cheek; then on the little man presiding, who gal-
vanized all.
Gone now was the jaundiced complexion, the frailty,
even the rapier-like wiriness of the Egyptian campaign.
"See, Fouche," she said, "how he has filled out. A hun-
dred francs to fifty that in the year he shows the paunch."
And there he sat, facing the councilors restive in their
seats, the lady with the tortoise-shell comb and his min-
ister of police hidden behind the cornice, and taking stock
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